STRENUOUS   LIFE

With her flush bridegroom on the ooze,
Hurry me, Sisters ! where ye choose.

GEORGE  DARLEY.

Paradise may be the imagination of what we have
not, or else the apotheosis of what we have. Rimbaud's
million of golden birds were his own \igour of body and
mind, his own passionate life, refined and indefinitely
intensified.   In Bateau Ivre he affirmed himself.

Hopelessly imprisoned within his stammer, timid, a
sedentary, Darley created his paradise by a process, not
of affirmation, but of negation. All that w*as not his
actual physique, character and way of living was
heaven. The two poets set out in diametrically
opposite directions ; their destination, however, was
the same.
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